COLD BLOOD

standing at the point where it met the drive
ccfatld have seen a rabbit crossing a furlong
away. And there, at that point of vantage,
no more than twenty yards distant from
where we lay, was resting the royal car.
I could not see the Prince, but I could heai
him speaking, though not what he said. A
door of the car was open, and two men I had
never seen were standing close beside it, looking
towards the house. One I had little doubt
was the Chief of Police. By the side of the
chauffeur sat an officer, wearing field-service
dress.
My first idea v$as to withdraw, with a view
to crossing the ride at its farther end: then I
saw that to fetch such a compass would take
us full twenty minutes if we were to move
with care, whereas, if the royal car passed on,
we could reach Grieg's car in a moment from
where we now lay. Add to this that until the
Prince moved, we could not put our plan into
action for fifty Griegs, for, let alone the risk
of an outcry, a shot fired at quarters so dose
would have brought his companions about us
before we could make ourselves scarce.
So we lay in the undergrowth, peering through
a lattice of brambles and straining our ears.
I cannot say how long we waited before we
could hear what was said, but the Prince was
impatient as ever and kept up a fire of what I
took to be grumbling, for those about him
said nothing, but only shifted and frowned
an<T continued to stare down the wad. They
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